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hold h& asked if we were professing Buddhists. We explained
that some of us had begua to study the Doctrine, that we felt
great love and reverence for & &nd that we did indeed find
a great profit in its study, but that we did pa$ fed that it
would be right for any of us at that stage to use the name m
an exclusive sense. We were not even sure whether, in certain
circumstances, a man might not almost call himself a Christian
and a Buddhist at the same time; at which he started to lock
the door again, saying that none but unqualified adherents were
allowed inside. This was surprising, since Buddhists, being
free from the notions about pollution which cause Hindu
temples to shut their doors to non-Hindus, never show any
objection to visitors penetrating into the most sacred of shrines;
so we asked the reason for the unwonted prohibition. " A
divinity in fierce form dwells in this temple,* if you were to
suffer some mischief at his hands, we should be distressed about
it," he said, and turned an enormous key in the lock with a
decisive click.

Next we were led into the main temple, a fine building con-
taining mural paintings and festooned with scrolls. There we
made our usual offering of five precious stones, which were taken
over by a tall and lithe-looking lama with a very keen, vivacious
face, who discharged the office of bursar. He asked if we
preferred to have the stones set in a decorated chorten at the
end of the aisle or in the gilt diadem of Tsepagmed, whose
beautiful image stood on the right of the Buddha, behind the
altar. We chose the latter as the most suitable setting for
jewels.

From the first moment we felt powerfully drawn towards the
personality of our new acquaintance, whose name was Dawa
(Moon); he seemed to reciprocate the feeling, for he spoke to
us as if he had all along been expecting our arrival and knew
that our fates, already connected by an unseen link, were pre-
destined to move along parallel lines in the future. Looking
back, I think that the bursar of Spituk is one of the most
remarkable people I have ever met, though the abbot of
Lachhen must probably be accorded the first place. The lama
Dawa was a man, who, both in theory and practice, realized
the highest ideal of the religious life* He was not only a well-
informed exponent of the Doctrine, but he was the very thing
itself. It showed up in his smallest action and in his lightest